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halt when he met her and would watch with flaming eyes
as she went by !
As she adjusted her skirt before the mirror she said
aloud " Well, Gregor Pantalievich, now look out !"
Feeling that she was blushing, she broke. into a quiet,
stifled laugh. Even so she did not fail to find several grey
hairs on her temples, and pulled them out. Gregor must
not see anything that would remind him of her age. For
him she wanted to be as young to-day as she had been
seven years before.
She managed somehow to stay at home until dinner-
time, but then could restrain herself no longer and, throwing
a shawl of white goat's wool around her shoulders, went
along to the Melekhovs. Dunia was alone in the house.
Aksinia greeted her, and asked :
" You haven't had dinner yet, have you ? "
" Have dinner on time with such stay-at-homes ?  My
* husband's at the Soviet, and Gregor's gone off to Vieshenska.
I've already fed the children, and now I'm waiting for the
grown-ups ! "
Outwardly calm, by neither movement nor word betraying
the disillusionment she felt, Aksinia said :
" And I thought you'd all be at home. And when will
Grisha . . . Gregor Pantalievich be back ? To-day ? "
Dunia ran a swift glance over her neighbour in her finery,
and said reluctantly:
" He's gone off to register."
" When did he expect to be back ? "
>     Tears glittered in Dunia's eyes.  With reproach in her
'^ stammering voice, she said :
" You've chosen a fine time ... to dress yourself up. ...
"But you don't know . . . that he mayn't come back at
all____"
" What do you mean ? "
"Mikhail says he'll be arrested at Vieshenska. . . ."
Dunia began to weep meagre, angry tears. Wiping her
eyes with her sleeve, she cried: " Curse it; curse this
life ! When will it all end ? He went off, and the children
. . . you'd say they'd gone mad, they wouldn't give me
a minute's peace : ' Where's daddy gone and when is he
coming back ? ' And how am I to know ? I sent them
out into the yard, but my own heart was aching. . , f What